Renegade

trait of someone who through concentration of thought is no
longer solely and entirely his physical self. He has fallen into a
trance. His eyes have been focussed for so long a time upon the
uncial letters in the manuscript before him that the texture of their
sacred words has become the spell by which he has escaped from
his body. These are the pinions upon which he is supported, so
that a state of magical power or control is portrayed. The perils of
this hovering above earth are written in his pallor and in the
conspicuous thinness to which we drew attention. He is worn and
exhausted by the effort and, at the same time, it is the drug for
which he craves. This, and only this, is in compensation for his
labour. If it does not come to him, it is time wasted, and time is the
load put upon life, which gathers speed and gathers weight.

But there are yet other things strange and peculiar in his per-
son. No shade of Dutch Calvinism is to be seen in his monastic
cell.* The red brick town of Zierickzee must have held many
Calvinists, but this red hermit is nearer in spirit to the anchorites
of Egypt. It is the extreme of asceticism in the hard dry conven-
tion of its painting. He is out of the world; if it is only a red brick
wall that divides him from it. And yet, but for the difference in its
properties, this might be the portrait of Calvin, of Hiiss, of
Zwingli, or of any stern reformer of the faith.

This is a person, then, who is antithesis to what he seems to be.
He is no charlatan; but he may have forsaken that in which he
began. He is the apostate or renegade, who does not know, yet,
whether he is right. It is as the portrait of a renegade, someone who
had lapsed in spirit, if not openly and in the flesh, that I knew this
picture from my earliest memories. Something more than he had
intended, and of which he did not know the meaning, guided the
hand of the painter and gave to this obscure picture, which is of
sound workmanship, if little more, an odd and transcendental
quality, made of it a thing exceptional and apart. If it be angelic or
diabolic possession, which, then, is this example before our eyes?
The fact that we, who read or write these words, may have no
surety of either, does not diminish the mystery. Its truths, how-
ever strongly we may deny them, are to be seen on every side* And
* Walcheren and its adjacent Islands, forming part of the province ^Zee-
land remained in the hands of Spain until 1574, when it va$ TWjested torn
them by the Dutch confederates. Marines, then, was a Spsmsh
throughout his life
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